SCREAM
I wished to live within art, fantasy.

I wished to be the centre of myself.

Now I am in my own world, but I don’t live in me.

I feel stranger in a whirl of dumb lies 
That little me wants to scream

It wants to go out to the world isn’t like appears

The spear  is too much long to kill that part of me I hate.

Or perhaps is too much short to give me a chance.

I want to run away and take refuge.

That little me wants to scream

It wants to go out to the world isn’t like appears

i want to give me a new chance 

i need some heat to live in thiS world 

is vanishing.
